TOINETTE is PRESENTED AT COURT
spirit. Bernis was poor and proud, very plump and rosy, a
devoted friend, too aristocratic to be a climber, a man of
upright principles; his couplets were in the best of taste, for
all that Voltaire twitted him and called him 'Babet the flower-
girl'. Voltaire was poor too, touchy, but not proud, very thin,
a worrying restless friend always trying to make use of her,
always climbing, always licking the dust before a title in order
to further his ambitions, literary, social and otherwise. Yet in
that spring of 1745 &ey were ^ t^lree very happy together:
Bernis was tolerant of Voltaire, though he himself was a man
who said that he always loved God. Voltaire and Toinette
often laughed at Bernis, one of whose best stories was of
hastily leaving a supper party, as he'd suddenly remembered
that another friend of his would now be needing the suit of
clothes hired for the occasion. He was too poor to own one.

'Madame/ said Dorine mincingly, 'the marquis and mar-
quise de Hauteroche from the chateau have called/

Toinette burst into peals of laughter, remembering how
haughtily these people had eyed her on the way to the royal
hunt.

'How diverting!' she said. *I little knew that the rumour of
my exalted position had reached their ears. Do they look fes-
tive, Dorine?'

'Ah Madame,* replied Dorine mischievously, 'Madame la
Marquise is dressed in her very best farthingale of fifty years
ago, herfontanges is artificial and a moth flew out of her toque.'

'Are you sure it was not a bat, Dorine? Anyhow, tell
them I am desolate^ but that I await at any moment the visit of
the due de Soubise and can therefore see no one. And watch
their faces as you say it!'

Then all three fell to talking about the King's wonderful
victory at Fontenoy, with its 'Tirez les premiers, Messieurs
les Anglais'; together they pictured the tricornes lifted on
bayonets to cries of 'Vive le roi% the sick marechal de Saxe